Should pay fees, as here, daily bread would be
Scarce to kings; so 't is. Would it not anger
A stoic, a coward, yea, a martyr,
To see a pursuivant come in, and call
All his clothes Copes, books Primers, and all
His plate Chalices; and mis-take them away,
And ask a fee for coming? Oh! ne'er may
Fair law's white rev3 rend name be strumpeted,
To warrant thefts: she is established
Recorder to Destiny on earth, and she
Speaks Fate's words, and tells who must be
Rich, who poor, who in chairs, and who in gaok:
She is all fair, but yet hath foul long nails,
With which she scratcheth suitors. In bodies
Of men, so in law, nails are extremities;
So officers stretch to more than law can do,
As our nails reach what no else part comes to.
Why barest thou yon officer ? Fool, hath he
Got those goods for which erst men bar'd to thee ?
Fool! twice, thrice, thou hast bought wrong

and now hungerly

Begg'st right, but that dole comes not till these die.
Thou hadst much, and law's Urim and Thiimmim try
Thou wouldst for more; and for all hast paper